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Chapter 1 


Wednesday 


Dear Diary, | 
1am totally mixed up! 
Today, | got the coolest assignment 
' from Ms. Lewis. But then something ‘@= 
happened that made me think it wasn’t going to be 


cool at all 
; Hold it, I'm telling this all backward, Let me start 
from the beginning. . .. 
You know Ms, Lewis, Diary. She teaches Social 
i Sciences to us First Formers—seventh graders— 


here at the White Oak Academy for Girls. That's the 
boarding school I go to with my sister, Ashley. 
t Anyway, this semester, Ms. Lewis announced 
that we will be doing a unit on animal behavior, 
(My roommate, Campbell Smith, wanted to know if 
that meant we would be studying the boys at 
Harrington Academy. Ha!) 

“What it means,” Ms, Lewis said, looking at 
Campbell, “is that each of you will be studying an 
animal—or a group of animals—and then writing a 
Paper about what you learn. You will write about 
the animal's diet, habits, likes and dislikes, relation 
ships with other animals and people... whatever 
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you see. You can take pictures, if you want, or 
include drawings or anything else you think will 
make the paper exciting.” 

Pretty interesting, huh? 

But that wasn’t the coolest part, 

Then Ms. Lewis announced that we weren't just 
going to go to the library and read about our ani 
mals. We were going to actually help take care of the 
animals for the rest of the month! 

But that wasn’t the best part either. 

Each of us was assigned to a different animal- 
care place, such as a veterinarian’s office or an 
animal shelter, And this is the best part of all, Diary: 
I've been assigned to Starbright Stables, to take care 
of my very own—you guessed it—horsel! 

You remember Starbright Stables, don't you, 
Diary? It’s the stable just down the road from White 
Oak, where I rode Sugar, that totally sweet and beau- 
tiful mare. Just think: { could look at those bright, 
intelligent eyes again, brush her soft mane, and take 
her for a quick trot around the paddock, I've got my 
fingers crossed that I'll be taking care of Sugar. 

Not that it really matters. Whichever horse I get, 
it’s going to be so much fun! 

Each of us will be working with a partner. I’ve 
been assigned to work with Courtney Spaulding. | 
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don’t know her very well. She’s new here. But she 
‘Seems pretty nice. So I guess it'll be okay. 

As I grabbed my books after class, my friend 
Summer Sorenson caine over to me. She didn’t look 
very happy. She pushed & strand of her long blond 
hair behind one ear and frowned. “Where are you 
working?” she asked me, 

After I told her, Summer sighed, “I wish I had 
gotten that assignment,” she said. 

“But you don't like horses!” I said, laughing, 

“Well, 1 don’t,” Summer admitted, “They smell 
Kind of icky, But ,” she went on, looking grim, “have 
to work ata veterinarian’s office! And they give shots 
to animals. You know how scared I am of shots!” 

“You're scared of getting them, not giving them.” 
Campbell called out behind us, 

Summer turned. “It doesn’t matter whether | get 
them or give them!” She moaned. “It gives me the 
creeps just to think about it! Besides, I think I'm 
allergic to cats. Every time I go over to my cousin's 
house, I get hives.” 

“That's because you don’t like your cousin,” 
Campbell said, grinning, She ran her fingers 
through her short, spiky brown hair. Campbell told 
us she was assigned to work at an animal shelter, 
“Who are you paired up with, Summer?” asked 
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Phoebe Cahill, Ashley’s roommate. She pushed her 
glasses up on her nose. 

“Madison Willis,” Summer said. 

Phoebe nodded. “She's great,” she said. “And 
isn’t her dad a doctor? She's probably used to all 
that medical stuff like shots and things. She won't 
mind if you duck out of the room when things get 
too gross. ...” 

Summer didn’t look convinced. 

Campbell turned to me, “Who are you working 
with, Mary-Kate?” she asked. 

“Courtney Spaulding,” I told her 

“Oh." Phoebe nodded. “The new girl.” 

Courtney had been at White Oak for the lust two 
weeks, She came here from somewhere in the 
South—Kentucky, I think, She has greenish- 
brownish eyes and long dark hair that she always 
wears ina ponytail. 

1 looked around for Courtney. | wanted to talk 
about the assignment and tell her | was happy to be 
working with her. I finally spotted her over by Ms. 
Lewis's desk, deep in conversation with Ms. Lewis, 

“Excuse me, guys,” I said to my friends. “I'll 
‘meet you outside, I just want to talk to Courtney for 
asecond....” 

Phoebe, Campbell, and Summer headed for the 
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oor, | wandered over to the front of the room to 
it until Courtney and Ms. Lewis were finished 
talking. 
As I did, I couldn't help overhearing what 
Courtney was saying. 

“Do | have to?” Courtney was asking. “I can’t 
work at the stables. Please. . . could you give me 
something else to do? I'll do anything!” 

Ms, Lewis looked up at that moment and caught 
my eye. My face flamed. 

“Courtney, we can talk about this in my office,” 
Ms. Lewis said. She picked up her books. 

Courtney turned and saw me. “Mary-Kate!” she 
sald, startled, ‘Then she blushed. 

"Hey, Courtney!” I said, trying to make her feel 
better. “I just want you to know that I'm really 
happy to be working with you.” 

Courtney smiled, but it didn’t look like her heart 
was in it. “Thanks, Mary-Kate,” she said. “But—" 

“Courtney?” Ms. Lewis interrupted. 

Courtney gave me a worried look. Then she 
turned and followed Ms. Lewis out of the room. 

1 stood there, wondering what was going on. 
Courtney was clearly very upset. 

Why didn’t she want to work at Starbright 
Stables? 
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Dear Diary, 

Guess what? Today was the day the 
headmistress, Mrs. Pritchard, chose the 
two girls who'll be working in her office 
this term! 

I've told you about it before, Diary—remember? 
Every term, Mrs. Pritchard “hires” two of the White 
Oak First Formers to help out in her office for three 
afternoons a week. She says it’s a great way to get 
us girls really involved in the school. 

Everyone wants the job. It's like a big competi- 
tion, No one really knows how she chooses her 
helpers, so everyone tries to get the best recom- 
mendation from a teacher, or the best grades, or 
they try to write the best essay saying why they 
think the job will give them an opportunity to grow 
and mature, 

The real reason everyone wants the job? 

The auction. 

Okay, pizza night is great, too. It's a White Oak 
tradition. Every Tuesday night Mrs. Pritchard treats 
every dorm to pizza instead of regular dinner. The 
girls who submit the pizza order—Mrs. Pritchard's 
helpers—get to choose the toppings! 

Plus, the office helpers get to know everything 
that’s going on at school before anyone else does. 
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Sometimes they get to read the announcements 
during the morning assembly, too, 

But as I mentioned, the real reason lots of girls 
apply for the job is the auction, Every year White 
Oak has an Alumni Auction, which is a big fund- 
raiser event. Lots of people come, wearing glam- 
orous evening gowns and tuxedos, ‘There's a live 
band and tons of food. And sometimes a famous 
celebrity makes a surprise visit! 

And the only stuclents invited are—you guessed 
it—the girls who work in Mrs. Pritchard's office. 

1 submitted my application a month ago, with 
recommendations from two of my teachers. Plus, 1 
wrote a great essay for my application. My sister, 
Mary-Kate, said I was sure to get the job. 

When it was time for assembly this morning, | 
raced Into the auditorium with my roommate, 
Mhoebe Cahill, and Mary-Kate and her roommate, 
Campbell Smith. 1 coulcn’t wait to hear who'd gotten 
the job. 

Dana Woletsky was standing in the middle of the 
aisle, talking to Kristen Lindquist and Fiona Ferris. 
‘They were making it impossible for anyone to pass, 

“i'm sure she'll pick me this time,” Dana was say- 
ing. “After all, my mother and my grandmother both 
worked in the office when they went here. Plus, they 
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always contribute something big to the auction.” 

“Excuse me, Dana,” Mary-Kate said loudly, 

Dana turned to stare at us. “Mary-Kate.” She 
looked over at me. “Ashley,” she said coolly. Then 
she slowly stepped aside so we could pass. 

"Do I detect a slight chill in the air?” Campbell 
asked as we slipped into seats in the third row. 

I frowned. Dana is in what Mary-Kate calls “the 
snotty crowd.” That basically means, Diary, that she 
thinks she and her friends are better than anyone 
else here, And rumor had it that she and ! were Mrs, 
Pritchard’s top choices for the job. 

Dana, Kristen, and Fiona sat down right behind 
us. “I'm not worried," Dana was saying loudly, “I’m, 
sure to be one of the girls to get chosen,” 

Then, Mrs, Pritchard stood up onstage and 
walked to the podium. “Settle down, girls,” the 
headmistress said, raising her hand. Everyone who 
was still standing quickly scrambled for a seat. 

“Now, [know you're all curious as to who will be 
working in the office this term,’ Mrs. Pritehard 
began. “So I’m not going to leave you in suspense 
any longer.” 

1 leaned forward in my seat. I really wanted 
the job. 

“The first girl chosen is... Ashley Burke.” 
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My sister whooped and gave me a quick hug. 
‘Campbell gave me a thumbs-up. 

“Congratulations, Ashley!” Phoebe whispered. 
“You're going to have a great time!” 

Abunch of other girls turned around and smiled 
at me, too, | felt great! 

Mrs. Pritchard stood there onstage until things 
settled down again. I wondered if | was going to 
have to work with Dana. 

Dana must have been thinking the same thing, 
“Nice to have you working with me, Ashley,” she 
said in a stage whisper. 

“My second helper this term is”—Mrs. Pritchard 
looked down at a piece of paper in her hand— 
“Becky David." 

‘The room fell silent. It wasn’t Dana, after all. 
Heads swiveled, trying to locate Becky. 

1 turned around, too, Dana's face was bright red. 
Kristen was saying something to her, and Dana was 
shaking her head furiously. 

Mary-Kate leaned over to me, “Dana really 
thought she had it,” she said quietly. She pushed a 
strand of strawberry-blond hair behind her ear, 

T nodded. Even though | didn’t like Dana very 
much, | felt sorry for her. She must feel really terrible, 

But I was really thinking about Becky. 
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I had to admit, Diary, 1 was surprised Mrs, 
Pritchard had chosen her. I don’t know Becky very 
well, but she's supershy. She’s known on campus as 
a bit of a klutz, and a little forgetful, too. She's 
always late for class or whatever else she’s sup- 
posed to be doing, 

Mrs, Pritchard’s voice interrupted my thoughts. 
“All right, girls, settle down,” she said, “I still have 
a few more announcements to make,” 

I looked around, trying to find Becky in the 
crowd, while Mrs, Pritchard read off the morning 
announcements, 

“And that's it for this morning, girls,” Mrs. 
Pritchard finished, “Becky and Ashley, report to my 
office at three-thirty. Everybody, have a great day!” 

As we filed out of the auditorium and headed to 
our classes, | passed Becky. She was sitting in the back 
row, twirling her medium-length brown hair with 
one finger. Her gray eyes looked a little stunned. 

“Tl see you later,” | told my sister, Then | walked 
over to Becky, “Hey, congratulations!” I told her. 
“Wl be fun working with youl” 

“Thanks,” Becky said with a little smile. 

“Yes. Congratulations, Becky.” Becky and 1 both 
turned to see Dana standing there, 

“I hope you do really well at the job,” Dana said 
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‘sweetly, looking at Becky. “Of course, if you run into 
any trouble . . . well, I'll be glad to help. My mom 
and grandmother both worked in the head- 
mistress’s office when they went to White Oak, so I 
know the ropes.’ Dana's green eyes narrowed. 
“And Ul be happy to take over for you if anything 
goes Wrong.” 

Becky suddenly stood up. As she did, her books 
and papers, which she had balanced on her lap, fell 
to the floor with » thump. 

Becky froze for a second, Dana just stared at her, 
eyebrows raised, Then she gave me a funny look 
and walked out of the auditorium, shaking her 
head, On her way out, she said something to 
Kristen, Kristen looked back at us and laughed. 

"bent down and helped Becky pick up her stuff 
from under the auditorium seats, By the time we 
wore done, everybody had left and the room was 
empty, 

“I'm going to be late for biology!” Becky said in 
panicked voice. 

“Don't worry,” I told her, “You've got plenty of 
time,” 

But she raced away without another word, 

As! headed clown the hall, I thought about what 
Dana had said. 
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It had sounded nice enough on the surface, But 
the way she'd said it—especially the part about tak- 
ing over if Becky had any problems—well, it had 
sounded like some kind of threat. I was sure Becky 
had picked up on it, too. 

I knew Dana had counted on getting the job. But 
there wasn’t anything she could do about it now. 

‘Or was there? 
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Chapter 2 


Friday 


Dear Diary, | 

Well, Diary, things have not turned 
‘out exactly as I’d planned. 

Iwas so excited when I first found = 
out I'd be working at Starbright Stables! I wanted to 
start my job as soon as I could, Plus, we only had 
three weeks before we had to submit an outline of 
our paper, and only three weeks more after that to 
write it, 

I decided to head over right after school on 
‘thursday. 

J went to Courtney’s room after my last class let 
‘out, After all, we were in this together, and I figured 
she might want to walk to the stables with me. 
‘That is, if she hadn't gotten out of the assignment 
altogether, 

But she wasn’t there. 

In fact, her roommate, Cyndy Becker, hadn’t seen 
Courtney all afternoon, 

“When she gets in, please tell her I'm heading 
over to the stables,” I told Cyndy. “She can meet me 
there later, if she wants.” 

When I got to Starbright Stables, I stood outside 
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the main gate for a minute, looking around. It was 
as beautiful as | had remembered. The paddock was 
off toward the left, surrounded by a cheerful white 
fence. There were bright green grassy fields just 
beyond, and beyond that were trees and forest 
paths. 

The old gray and white house was straight 
ahead, and the stables were over on the right behind 
the house. 

Sean O'Reilly, the sixteen-year-old son of the 
owners, was just coming out of the barn. He was 
carrying a bucket. The stables’ three golden retrievers, 
Goldy, Cosmo, and Spice, came running out after 
him. They were always hanging around Sean. He 
was really great with all sorts of animals, not just 
horses. 

Sean waved at me. “Hey, Mary-Kate!” he called, 
grinning. 

I walked over to meet him. “Hi, Sean!” I said, 
smiling and leaning down to rub Goldy between 
the ears, "Nice to see you.” 

“So you're one of the girls from White Oak who 
were assigned to help us out, huh?” Sean put down. 
the bucket and wiped his hands on his jeans. 
“Congratulations!” he said. “Mom and Dad are 
going to be really glad to have you around. And 
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‘here. .. 


Just then, Mrs. O'Reilly came out of the house. 
She had curly red hair and a big, open smile. She 
walked dowri the stone path to the gate and gave 
mea hug. “Mary-Kate! I'm so thrilled you're here,” 
she said happily. "I heard all about your assignment 
from your teacher. Jack will be delighted, too.” 

Jack is Mrs, O’Reilly’s husband, and the co- 
owner of Starbright Stables, 

“So where’s your friend?” Sean asked. “I thought 
there were two girls who were coming over to 
help.” 

“There are," | told him, “I went looking for her 
before 1 came over today, but she wasn’t around, | 
loft her a message, so maybe she'll show up in a little 
bit...” 

But | wasn’t so sure. 

“Would you like to meet the horse you're going 
to take care of?” Sean asked. 

“You bet!” | said. “I’ve had my fingers crossed 
for the last two days! Is it Sugar?” 

Mrs. O'Reilly shook her head. “I'm sorry, dear,” 
she said. “Sugar’s being boarded down south this 
Season. You're going to be working with one of our 
new horses. His name is Rigel.” 
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“Rigel,” I said. “That's a funny name.” 

“Rigel is the name of a star,” Mrs, O'Reilly told 
me. “The star Rigel is in the constellation Orion, the 
hunter. If you look up at the stars, Rigel is in the 
place where the hunter Orion’s left foot would be, 
When Rigel the horse was born, his owners thought 
he'd be quick-footed and confident—a real star, 
Plus, he has a star on his forehead,” 

“He sounds terrific,” | said, 

“He was,” Mrs, O'Reilly said, frowning, “But 
during a jumping competition last season, he fell, 
There were two yappy little dogs in the stands, and 
they started to bark just as he took a big fence. He 
knocked it down and took a bad spill.” 

| frowned. “Oh, nol” I said. “Was he hurt? And 
what happened to his rider?" 

Mrs. O'Reilly shook her head. "His rider was 
fine, Mary-Kate. And Rigel wasn’t really hurt. But 
he got badly spooked. He won't jump anything 
anymore. His owners sent him to us in the hape that 
Wwe could get him back to himself again—" 

“Mary-Kate Burkel” | turned to see Mr. O'Reilly 
striding toward us from the barn, 

He came over and grabbed my hand and 
Pumped it heartily. “I'm glad to see you. So | hear 
you're going to help us out with Rigel. He’s quite a 
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haracter, you know. He takes about ten times more 
than any of the other horses in the stable, 
Even getting him out of his stall can be a big pro- 
duction.” 

Mrs, O'Reilly'held up her hand, “Let Mary-Kate 
meet the horse, Jack, before you scare her half to 
death,” she said, She turned to me, “He's a good 
horse,” she said, “It's just that we have our hands 
full with the other horses... and Rigel is a special 
case.” 

“Where is he?” | asked, 

“In the barn,” Sean said, “I'll take you.” 

| said good-bye to the O'Reillys, “If Courtney 
shows up,” I said, “could you tell her where | am?" 

"OF course, dear.” Mrs, O'Reilly nodded, She 
looked down at the dogs, “Suppertime!” she said, 
clapping her hands, and the three retrievers trotted 
after her into the house, 

As Sean and | walked toward the stables, he 
shook his head. “I don’t know , .."" he began, run- 
‘ning his hand through his reddish-brown hair, Then 
he trailed off, 

“Don't know what?" | asked him, 

“You'll see,” he said simply. 

He opened the big wooden doors to the stable, 
and we went inside. I took a deep breath, It smelled 
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of horses and clean hay and leather. I loved every 
bit of it. 

“Rigel’s over in the back stall,” Sean said. He 
began walking down past the other horses. Noses 
poked out to see who it was, and horses whickered 
gently as we passed, | patted a few noses of some 
old friends before I got to the last stall and looked 
inside. 

Rigel was drinking some water. When he heard 
us, he lifted his head to look at us and pricked his 
ears forward. 

He was a beautiful bay with a white star on his 
forehead and four white stockings. He slowly 
walked toward me and stuck his head out over the 
stable door, Sean backed up a step. 

“He's gorgeous!” I said, I reached out and pet the 
horse gently on his soft muzzle, “You are a star, boy, 
aren't you?" 

“Yup, he is,” Sean said, moving closer, “But he 
can be a real pain.” He shook his head, “Like Dad 
said... it takes a ton of time just to make sure he’s 
been fed and exercised every day. Not that he 
would ever hurt anybody,” he added quickly. “He's 
a sweetie. It’s just...” His voice trailed off. “Well, 
you'll see for yourself.” 

“I'm happy to help out,” I told Sean. “I’m sure 
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and I will get along just fine. And remember: 
Sion be alone. There are two of us. Courtney 


‘should be here pretty soon.” 

Sean nodded. "Well, at least Rigel should give 
you something to write about for that paper of 
yours. Here. You can feed him these oats.” Sean 
already had a pail half full of oats standing by the 
stable door, “I have to go muck out a few stalls,” 

I nodded. “Piece of cake!” | told him. 

As Sean moved away, 1 turned back to Rigel. 
“You're not going to give me any trouble, are you, 
boy?” | murmured, rubbing his muzzle again. 

Rigel snorted as | picked up the bucket of oats 
and slowly opened the stall door. | slipped inside 
and shut it behind me. Rigel nuzzled my hair. 

This is going to be a piece of cake, I thought, smiling 
up at the horse, He's just an old softy— 

Rigel reached down, plucked my White Oak 
baseball cap right off my head, and started to chew 
on it. 

“Rigel!” I said, laughing as I put the pail down. | 
Stabbed for my cap and pulled. But Rigel was not 
about to let go, 

We must have looked pretty silly, Diary, playing 
tug-of-war with my cap. Pretty soon, | realized that 
I wasn’t going to get anywhere. You can’t fight over 


19 


Two of a Kind Diaries 


a cap with a two-ton horse... and win, that is, 

1 stopped pulling, and Rigel went back to 
chewing. 

Maybe he's hungry, 1 thought. 

I dumped the bucket of oats into his trough. 
Then I scooped up a handful and held it out to him 
with my palm flat, just as I had been taught when 
I was a little girl, “Here, boy,” 1 said. “Are you 
hungry?” 

Rigel stared at me, still chewing on my cap. Then 
he turned his body sideways, herded me into a 
corer of his stall, and leaned on me! It didn't hurt— 
he wasn’t really placing any weight on me. But he 
was clearly telling me who was boss, 

“Rigel!” I giggled. “Get off met” 

Rigel turned his head to look at me, still chewing 
on my cap. I slipped under his neck and grabbed his 
halter, turning around so he was facing me again, 
Then I opened the stall door and backed out. 

Rigel stuck his head over the door and stared out 
at me. Then he opened his mouth and dropped my 
cap on the barn floor, : 

1 picked it up. It looked pretty gross. 

Iwas beginning to understand what Sean meant 
about Rigel. He had a. . . well, let’s call it a mis- 
chievous streak. And he was stubborn, too, 
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wasn’t going, to be easy. No wonder the 
llys wanted me and Courtney to help with 
him, fl 
And speaking of Courtney—where was she? 


Dear Diary, 

Poor Becky! 

We've just begun our job in Mrs, 
Pritchard's office and already she’s got 
‘one strike against her. 

Here's what happened, 

On Wednesday afternoon, Becky and I headed 
‘over to Mrs. Pritchard's office to begin work. We 
were going to be working Tuesday, Wednesday, and 
Friday afternoons. 

When we got there, Joan, Mrs. Pritchard’s secre- 
tary, showed us around. Then we waited for Mrs, 
Pritchard and talked about pizza night, 

“Tons of mushrooms, extra cheese, and absolutely 
no anchovies,” I told Becky, “That's my favorite.” It 
Would be our job to call in the pizza order for the 
Whole school every Tuesday night. We could choose 
Whatever kind of pizza we wanted from Mario's. 
(They make the best crust ever!) 

“That sounds good,” Becky said, looking doubt- 
ful. When she gets that doubtful look, she reminds 
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me of alittle brown mouse. “But I think you should 
do the ordering, Ashley.” She looked at me. I could 
almost see her little whiskers quiver, “I wouldn't 
want to mess up or anything.” 

“Good afternoon, girls!” Mrs, Pritchard’s voice 
intetrupted us. Becky jumped, 

“Good afternoon, Mrs, Pritchard!” | said. Becky 
bowed her head. Seriously, Diary, she practically 
curtsied! 

Makeover, | thought. As soon as we've ‘got some time, 
{ve got to give this girl a makeover. There was nothing 
like an Ashley Burke makeover to give a girl some 
self-confidence! 

“So has Joan shown you girls around?” Mrs, 
Pritchard asked us, 

“She just finished,” I told her, 

“Good. Come into my office,” Mrs, Pritchard 
walked into her office and started to sit down 
behind her desk, 

There was a loud “meow,” and ‘Tasha—the big 
old tabby cat who lives in the office—shot up from 
the chair and onto the desk. 

Mrs. Pritchard shook her head, picked up the cat, 
and dumped her on the floor. “One of your jobs,” 
she told us as Tasha rubbed up against my shoes, 
“will be to feed Tasha. The cat food is in the closet. 
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‘her one cup every day, And make sure her 

is changed regularly.” 

Becky took a little pocket diary out of her back- 
nd started to write. 

Pritchard motioned for us to sit, Then she 

at the calendar on her desk. “Okay,” she 

“tald. “Next Tuesday, Becky, would you please order 

the pizza?” 

Becky gulped. “Are you sure you don’t want 
Ashley to do it?” she asked. 

____ Mrs, P looked up at Becky, surprised. Then she 
imiled kindly. “I'm sure you'll do a fine job,” she 
aid, 


"Becky nodded and wrote something in her diary. 

‘Mrs. Pritchard sat back in her chair, “Good. 
‘Okay. As you know, next to ordering the pizza”— 
Mrs, P's eyes twinkled—“the biggest part of your 
Job this month is to help me with the White Oak 
Alumni Auction and Fund-raiser,” 

Isat up straight. This was the best part, 

“Mrs. P reached over and pulled a card out of a 
drawer, She handed it to me. “The girls who work 
herein the office always help make the auction a huge 
wuccess. There's a lot to do this term—probably 
more than at any other time during the school year, 
But the auction is definitely top priority.” 
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Hooked atthe card. It was a beautifully designed 
invitation to this year's auction. It was going to be 
held in the school auditorium. I handed the card to 
Becky, who glanced atitand then returned it to Mrs. 
Pritchard, 

“Every year” Mrs, Pritchard went on, “White 
Oak's very generous alumnae donate all sorts of 
items that are auctioned off to make money for the 
school. They can give us tickets to events, meals at 
restaurants, vacations, books, clothing—all sorts of 
things. And this year should be our biggest auction 
ever.” Mrs. Pritchard stopped. She looked at us 
seriously, 

“It’s also our most important auction in a long 
time,” she went on, “I’m trying to raise the rest of the 
money to build a new, state-of-the-art science lab,” 

Becky's eyes lit up. “Ooh!” she said. “Biology is 
my favorite subject.” 

“Anyway,” Mrs, P went on, “one of your jobs 
is to help open mail and packages and log in all 
the donations. We need to keep very clear records 
of who gave us what,” She frowned slightly. “People 
can get very touchy when they’re not credited prop- 
erly.” 

Mrs, P shook her head. “But we're not going to 
have any problems this year,” she went on. “I know 
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ro will help make this auction our most suc- 
even” 

“OF course we will!” I said enthusiastically, 1 
ied to Becky. She nodded. She looked a little 


‘re a bit behind, and there's already a stack of 
lopened packages and mail over on the table in 
‘the other room,” Mrs, Pritchard finished. She held 
ut some sheets of paper. “You just enter all the 
Information onto these forms, and put any items 
thatarrive onto the table. When you open the boxes, 
Ity not to remove any packing material or Bubble 
Wrap—the items will be safer if they’re left in their 
Original packing. Then return the forms to me or to 
Joan at the end of every day so we can check them.” 
‘Becky and | left Mrs, Pritchard's office and got to 
work right away. 
“If one of us does the unpacking and the other 
‘one Writes everything down, it might be easier to 
keep track of stuff," I told her. 

Becky nodded. “Can I just do the writing?” she 
‘Asked. “I mean, there might be some expensive stuff 
ih those boxes,” She gestured toward the table, “I 
don’t want to mess up.” 

Tnodded and smiled. “Sure,” Isaid. “I don’t mind.” 

For the next two hours | unpacked and opened 


Db 
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mail and Becky wrote down what everyone had 
sent in. Mostly, people had Sent letters offering 
things like theater tickets, dinners, or services. For 
instance, Natalie who is a lawyer, 


ly sent in things, 1 
ful turquoise neck- 
I put it back in the box 
it on the table, 
fora little while, Becky 


‘s really sweet, And it 
lot to her, 
‘ma kluitz,” she said, 
that Mrs, Pritchard gave me this job, 
Lots of gitls think | won’t be able to handle it. ? 
'knew exactly which girls she meant, 
Becky gave a small shake of her head, " just want 
‘© prove to them that they're wrong,” she finished, 
“I know you'll do fine,” I told hen 
“Of course you willl” a voice echoed, 
Becky and I turned. And there, standing right 
behind us, was Dana, looking perfect, as usual, 
without a hair out of place. She stared at us, 
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" Isaid. “What are you doing here?” 
just wanted to see how you two were getting 
she said innocently. “How’s it going so far?” 
led and stared at Becky. 
lowered her head and looked down at the 
notes she was working on, 
IBS are great,” I said. 

Dana reached over and took a couple of pages 

t of Becky’s hands, She glanced at them. “Is this 
the stuff for the auction?” she asked, 

"Yes," said, 

Dana took the sheets over toa window and stud- 
ledithem, her back to us. “Wow. A trip to Patis!” she 

: ‘Ald. "Kristin's parents give really great stuff, don’t 
they?” 

T got up, went over to Dana, and took the papers 
‘Out of her hands. “Sorry, Dana, but we have to get 

© back to work,” I said firmly, 

Dana shrugged. “Sure. See you,” she said, Becky 
and I watched as she walked away. 

Just as she reached the office door, Dana turned 
‘around. 

“Ifyou need any help," she said, staring at Becky 
Again, “I'd be happy to take over for you... I mean, 
lend a hand.” Then she turned and left the office, 

Thanded the forms back to Becky. “Don’t pay 
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any attention to her,” I said. “Lets just finish up 
here.” 


You girls to be totally organized and reliable.” 
‘Il redo the page,” I said quickly. “Don’t 
y, Mrs. Pritchard.” 

office to give her the Mrs. Pritchard nodded. “I’m not worried. I’m 
you girls will handle it. Now’—she looked at 
watch— “it's after five-thirty. Isn’t it time for 
lt to be heading over to the dining hall for dinner?” 
Becky and I left the office. “I think I'l just go 
ight overt” | told her. “I’m protty hungry. Are 
coming?” 

“I'm going back to my room,” Becky said. She 
Jooked pretty upset. “I don’t feel like eating right 
now.” 


were pages one, 
‘wo, four, and five. But there was no page three, 

Hooked over at Becky, 

She had @ totally panicked expression on her 
face. “I don't know, Mrs. Pritchard,” she seal 
breathlessly. “I'm sure it was there before" 

{el You'lleither have to find the missing page 
210 over" Mrs, Pritchard said, frowning slightly. 
ot know, girls, you're both going to have to bey 
litte more careful. There are hundreds of items 
coming in for the auction, and we have to keep 
track of all of them." 

Becky stood up straighter and. took a deep 
breath. “It wasn’t Ashley's fault,” she said, “She 
was handling the packages. 1 was writing things 
down,” 

Mrs. Pritchard looked over at Becky. "Thank you 
for telling me that,” she said quietly. “But, Becky, 
you know my ‘three strikes and you're out’ rule-t 


"Becky, don't worry about that lost page,” I told 
her. “It’s not a big deal.” 

“Yeah, | know,” Becky said, "I just don’t want to 
mess up.” She looked at me with a little smile. “I 
feally like working with you, Ashley,” she said, 
“And this job means a lot to me,” 

“You're not going to mess up,” 1 told her. But 
Becky just shook her head gloomily and turned to 
leave. 

As she headed back to her room, I stared after 
her. I suddenly realized that | wanted Becky to do 
well. She was really sweet, 

But Becky had a point, Mrs. Pritchard has really 
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Work in the office, 


Me just have to make sure that didn’t happent 


Chapter 3 


Wednesday 


Diary, 

lay afternoon at Starbright 
% I began to understand why 
rand his parents were so glad to 
me helping out with Rigel, 

igel is a total pain in the neck! 

T's not that he's mean or anything, In fact, 


he's 
Of sweet. He just has a very well-developed 
of humor—for a horse, 


Taking care of him is like taking care of a really 

cult three-year-old kid. The difference is, three- 
ds don’t weigh a couple thousand pounds! 

After | dropped my stuff off in the tack room, | 

tried to get him out of his stall so I could muck it out, 

> That means cleaning up the dirty straw, Diary, and 

Making a new bed of nice clean straw for your horse, 

T tied a rope to Rigel’s halter and tried to lead 

> him out of the stall so I could get to work, But he 

just planted his feet and wouldn't budge. 

This went on for about twenty minutes, | kept 

Pulling and pulling, and he just stood there, leaning 

* Staring at me with a mulish expression on his 
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Then, just as I was pulling my hardest, Rigel 
decided to give up and walk forward. 1 was still 
Pulling, of course, so 1 flew backward and landed 

ide of the barn, 


OM was easy 
pen his mouth to put 
teeth together. Even 
corner of his mouth 


finally opened his mouth, so 

‘een his teeth. Then he started 
tossing his head around, so it was really hard to 
buckle the bridle, This horse just does whatever he 
wants all the time! 

Alter finally finishing with the bridle, 1 tried to 
Put Rigel’s saddle on, But that wasn’t any easier, 
First, he kept walking around in circles when I tried 
(0 toss the saddle pad on his back. He did the same 
thing when | tried to put on his saddle. 

Then, when I started to tighten the girth—that’s 
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Strap that goes around his belly—he blew him- 

up like a balloon. Horses often do that; they 

low lots of dir so when they let it out, the saddle 

Joosely on them. This can be dangerous for a 

if you get on a horse with a saddle that has a 

girth, the saddle can easily slip off him when 

re riding, So | had to walk him around a lot and 
tightening the girth till it was right. 

When | finally finished, I led him over to the 

Mounting block and got on. Then I tried to get him 


er how much Iapplied pressure with my 
Jegs—the signal to tell a horse to go—he just stood 
there, chewing on his bit, 

He is the most difficult horse I've ever met! 

Tknow I'm not a championship rieler or anything, 
80 at first, | thought it was all my fault, But Sean 
‘Says Rigel acts this way with everyone, 

Hf Courtney were working with me, maybe it 
would be easier, Maybe between the two of us, we 
could get Rigel to behave, But I’ve been to the stables 
three times already, and Courtney hasn’t shown up 
‘once! 

“I don’t want to be a pain of a nag or anything,” 
"complained to Campbell and Summer as we hung 
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Out in my room last night. “But 1 need Courtney to 
Work with me! The first day she said she wasn’t 


| grabbed my pillow and Stuck it behind my 
head. “I’m about to 8ive up. I'm beginning to think 
she doesn’t want to work with me.” 

“I'm sure that isn’t true,” Campbell said sympa- 
thetically, “1 wish you were Working at the animal 
shelter with me, Mary-Kate, Al) the animals are 
Sreat, There's this beautiful Dalmatian... a family 
has been in a few times to See him, and I'm hoping 


“I know!” Summer wailed. “But i just breaks my 
heart to see them like that! ’m 80 glad Madison is 
there to help, too,” she went on with a little sniff, 


“I'm glad you have Breat partner,” | said, 
little sadly. 


Campbell turned back to me. “So what are you 
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B to do about your missing partner?” she 


1 
© got to talk to her, Mary-Kate,” Campbell 
“You can't let her keep getting away with 


#8 


this,” 


Dear Diary, 
Last night, Phoebe and I were sitting 
in our room doing some homework P 


and waiting for the pizza to arrive, : 
‘Thope it gets here soon,” Phoebe said, chewing 
om her pencil. “I’m starving!” 
Suddenly, there was a knock on the door ; 
“Maybe the pizza's here!” I said, going to open it, 
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But it wasn’t somebody telling us about the pizza 
delivery. It was Mrs. Pritchard, and she did not look 
happy. “Ashley?” she said. “Could you please come 
with me?” 

My heart sank. What was going on? 

As 1 left, I looked over my shoulder at Phoebe, 
“What's up?” she mouthed, 

| shrugged my shoulders, She gave me a good- 
luck, fingers-crossed sign. 

T followed Mrs. Pritchard down the hall until we 
reached Becky's room. Mrs, Pritchard knocked, 

Becky opened the door. 

“Becky?” Mrs, Pritchard said. “I need to talk to 
you and Ashley, Would you come out here and close 
the door, please?” 

Becky nodded and shut the door behind her, 

Mrs. Pritchard walked us to the end of the hall 
and waited until a few girls passed by. “What time 
is it, girls?” she asked quietly, 

looked over at the hall clock, “Seven forty-five,” 
I said, 

“And what do we always get at seven-thirty on 
Tuesday?” Mrs. Pritchard went on. 

“The pizza," | began to say. Then I looked over at 
Becky. 

She looked totally bewildered. “But I called in 
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he order!” she blurted out, “I did it as soon as I got 
lo the office this afternoon!” 

1 looked at Becky, and then at Mrs, Pritchard. 

laybe Mario's made a mistake,” | said. “Have you 

salled them, Mrs. Pritchard?” 

“Yes, | did,” Mrs. Pritchard said quietly, “There 

fas no pizza order for White Oak, I spoke to Mario 
welf, He was very surprised, He knows we place 
fa large order every Tuesday.” 

Becky looked totally miserable, “I know I called 

order in!” she said. “I don’t know what could 
‘have gone wrong. I'm so sorry.” 

Mrs, Pritchard shook her head. “I'm sure you are, 
Becky,” she said. “But be more careful the next time, 
‘okay? Pizza at White Oak Academy is a long-standing, 
tradition. Now, | have to see what the dining hall 
can pull together quickly.” 

Becky nodded miserably. Mrs, Pritchard turned 
and walked down the hall, 

Becky turned to me. “I don’t know what hap- 
pened, Ashley,” she said, “I'm sure | called! | wrote 
down everything in my pocket diary—the phone 
‘number and how much to order. But then | couldn't 
find my diary. So | wrote about a zillion notes to 
remind myself.” 

I nodded. “I don’t want to see you get into trouble, 
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Becky," I said. “If you remember calling, 
you did. Something weird must have ha 
Maybe there was some kind of mistake at 

“What. No pizza?” 
Becky and I turned around. Standing there were 
Dana and a few of her friends, 
Danw gave Becky a mean little smile. 
yt tonight" I said quickly. “There was just a 
little mix-up in the pizza delivery.” 
“Oh, too bad." Dana smiled unpleasantly. “The 
pizza dinner has been a tradition here for so | 
And she turned and wall 
lowed by her friends, 
“Funny,” | said, staring after Dana, “how Dana is 
always popping up wherever there's trouble.” 

Could she have done something to mess up the 

Pizza delivery? And she had been in the office the 

day Becky lost the auction form, Could she some. 

how have taken it? 

Could Dana be the cause of Becky's “ 
Did she want Becky's job that badly? 

' wondered about Dana all the way back to my 
room, Then | had to stop wondering about her. [ 
had way too much homework to do... and a math 
test to study for! 


| studlied for the rest of the evening, and I’ 


ppened. 
Mario's.” 


long.” 
Iked back down the hall, fol- 


mistakes”? 


m pretty 


I'm sure 
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Laced the test today. After it was over, | went 
down to Mrs, Pritchard's office. Becky was already 
re, rubbing Tasha behind the ears. The cat was 
purring loudly, 
Mrs, Pritchard had left on a fund-raising trip that 
jorning, She wouldn't be back until next Thursday. 
wanted to have everything all organized when 
ie came back, So we got right to work. 
This time Becky opened packages while I did the 
forms, She was worried about making another 
mistake. 

After doing about ten envelopes, Becky held up 
@ package that was about the size of a shoe box, 
wrapped in brown paper. I wonder what this is,” 
she said as she began to tear off the tape. She crum- 
pled the brown paper and tossed it on the ground 
for Tasha to play with. The cat batted it around the 
floor, Then Becky lifted off the lid of the box and 
took something out that was wrapped in Bubble 
Wrap. 

“What is it?” | asked. 

“I don’t know,” Becky said. She started to pull 
the Bubble Wrap off. 

Then she giggled. “Wait till you see this!” she 
‘said. She reached into the Bubble Wrap like a magi- 
cian pulling a white rabbit out of a hat, 
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But what Becky pulled out of the wrapping was 
not a rabbit. It was the ugliest thing I'd ever seen! 
“What is that?” | gasped, 

“Idon't have a clue,” Becky said, 

Becky was holding a china statue of a pug dog 
with a smushed-in face, It wore a collar with a star 
on it, and a tag that said: CHAMPION STAR: A BLUE RIB- 
BON WINNER, 

“Tcan’t even imagine a person who'd want to bid 
‘on that thing,” I said, 

“Yeah. Champion Star is pretty hideous," Becky 
agreed, grinning. 

“Well, we'd better write it up, anyway,” I said, 
picking up my pen. “Someone may want to give ita 
home.” 

Becky nodded. “Poor baby,” she said, patting the 
statue on its mustard-brown head, Then she put 
the statue on the table and rummaged around in the 
box. She came up with a small card. “It’s from a 
Mrs. Doris Kimberley,” she said, handing the card 
tome, 

Just then, Tasha decided she was bored with bat- 
ting the brown paper ball around the office. She 
yawned, stretched, and hopped up onto the table, 


“Shoo, Tashal” Becky said, reaching over to shoo 
the cat away. 


Wish on a Star 


Tasha meowed, darted away from Becky, and 
jumped off the table. Becky’s hand accidentally 
knocked into the ugly pug statue, 

Champion Star swayed back and forth as if it 
were moving in slow motion, 

Becky reached over to grab it—but she missed. 
We both watched, horrified, as the statue fell off 
the table. 

Becky put her hand over her mouth. Her eyes 
were wide and frightened, “I can’t look!” she 
gasped. “Is it broken? 

J looked down, 

The head of Champion Star had broken off the 
statue, right above the dog’s collar, 

| picked up both pieces. “It was an accident,” 1 
began. “If it was anyone’s fault, it was Tasha’s." 

“But Ill be blamed!” Becky wailed. Her eyes 
filled with tears. “Mrs, Pritchard told us not to take 
the Bubble Wrap off, And I forgot, I'm always doing 
something wrong! And | so wanted this to be dif- 
ferent, ..."” 

"Becky, you're not always doing something 
wrong,” I began. “Anyway, we're both responsible 
for doing this job, so we're both responsible for the 
statue." 

Becky turned to me. “Ashley, please,” she said. 
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“Help met If Mrs. Pritchard gets mad and fires me, 
itl just prove to Dana and everybody else that I’m 
hopeless!” ij 

' knew Becky was right. Dana could 
mean. 

But I couldn’t magically put Champion Star back 
together again. 

What could I possibly do to help? 


be really 


Chapter 4 


Friday 


Dear Diary, 

Right now, I’m sitting in my room, 
staring at the two pieces of Mrs. Doris 
Kimberley’s ugly pug and wondering 
how | got myself into this mess. 

After the statue broke on Wednesday, Becky put 
the two pieces of Champion Star back into the box 
and shoved it into my arms, “You've got to hide this,” 
she said, 

“Lean’t do that,” I began. 

“Please!” Becky looked at me desperately, “Just 
give mea little time to figure out what to do. I can’t 
take it. If Lily finds this—" 

Lily was Becky's roommate, She was also the 
daughter of Cecilia Vanderhoff, the head of the 
Board of Trustees, | could see why Becky wouldn't 
want Lily anywhere near that box, 

“Please!” Becky said again, “Mrs. Pritchard isn’t 
coming back to the office until next week. I can’t tell 
her until she’s back from her trip, anyway. | just 
don’t want Joan or anybody else to find it!” 

I shook my head. But she was so upset, and | felt 
so sorry for her, Diary, that I took the box. 
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Now I’m stuck with it. 

I stared at the broken statue, feeling pretty guilty 
myself, | never should have agreed to keep it in my 
room, It was true that there wasn’t much we could 
do until Mrs. Pritchard came back, but maybe we 
should have told Joan... . 

Suddenly, somebody knocked on the door. 

I quickly shoved the two pieces of Champion Star 
back into the box. The box was halfway under my 
bed when Dana poked her head inside my room! 

“Ashley!” she said, smiling. “Your door was 
open.” She looked down at the box, “What's in 
there?” she asked. 

“Uh... nothing,” | said. “A care package from 
my dad.” 

Dana nodded. “That's nice,” she said, staring 
closely at me. 

“So ...uh... why are you here?" L asked. 

“| just came to say hi,” Dana said, She walked 
over to my desk and perched on the chair, 

“That's nice,” | said. | didn’t believe her, of 
course. Dana had never come aver to say hi to me 
before. 

| was right. “And | just wanted to tell you some- 
thing,” Dana added. She opened her green eyes 
wide. “Poor Becky,” she began. “I mean, she must 
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be overwhelmed! She's never been . . . well, a very 
put-together kind of person, you know?” 

1 shook my head. “No, I don’t," I said. “T think 
she's really nice.” 

“Well... nice,,sure,” Dana said, When she said 
the word “nice,” it looked like she was chewing on 
‘a lemon. “But | just wanted you to know, if Becky 
isn’t up to the job . .. well, I'll be happy to take over 
for her. You know, when my mother went to White 
Oak Academy, she was one of the headmistress’s 
assistants. My grandmother had the same job when 
she was here. They've told me a million stories!” 

Just then, we heard a jumble of voices from the 
hallway. 

{jumped up to open the door and see what was 
going on. ’ 

A lot of kids were racing down the hall. 

“C'mon, Ashley!” Mary-Kate called cheerily. 
“"There's pizza tonight . .. to make up for Tuesday!” 

1 really wanted to follow Mary-Kate and ask her 
advice about the ugly pug over a slice of pizza. But 
Becky had sworn me to secrecy. 

Instead, | turned back to Dana. She was reaching 
for the box under the bed. 

“The pizza isn’t under my bed, Dana," 1 said 
coldly, “What are you doing?” 
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Dana just looked at me. Before I could say another 
word, she got up and walked past me out the door 
{closed the door behind me and followed her down 
the hall to the common room, 

Had Dana opened the box? 

Would she tell Mrs. Pritchard about the broken 
pug? 

Working at the job in Mrs, Pritchard's office was 
Supposed to be fun. But, somehow, in one short 
week, it had turned into a big mess, 

And it didn’t seem like t 


here was much that 
could do about it, = 


Dear Diary, 
“Rigel! Pick up your foot!” | pleaded, ar 
Mt was Friday afternoon, Rigel was in 
his stall and I was standing next to him, 
tugging at his right front leg, Sean had asked me to 
check for any pebbles or rocks that might have got. 
ten stuck in Rigel’s shoe. He thought Rigel had been 
favoring that foot the other day. 
Rigel just stood there, staring down at me. 
Then he grabbed my baseball cap again, 
I reached up for it, but Rigel raised his head and 


waved my cap as if it were a flag, Then he droy 
it in the corner of the stall, ee 
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I sighed. Stealing my cap had become Rigel's 
favorite trick. 

I reached over and picked it up, brushing the 
straw off. Luckily, the straw was clean, | had just 
finished mucking out Rigel’s stall. | started to put 
the cap back on my head, but then I changed my 
mind. | jammed it into my back pocket instead. 
“You wait here,” | told Rigel. “I'm going to find 
Sean and see if he can help.” 

eft the stall and walked toward the barn doors. 
And guess who I saw there? 

Courtney! She didn’t look like she was dressed 
for stable work, In fact, she was wearing a pleated 
miniskirt and a pair of short boots that my sister 
Ashley would have loved, “I'm sorry, Mary-Kate,” 
she said, looking pretty embarrassed. “I know I've 
missed a few days. ...” 

“That's okay,” | said. “I’m just happy you're here 
now. Do you know anything about horses?” 

She nodded. “A little,” she said. 

“Okay. Do you have any idea how to get a horse 
to pick up his feet when he doesn’t want to? ‘Cause 
I sure don’t.” 

Courtney smiled, “It can be hard sometimes,” 
she said. “You know how you hold his leg, just 
above the ankle?” 
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I nodded. 
_“Well, have you tried squeezing your thumb and 
fit finger together? That usually does the trick 
nd don't forget to keep asking hi ick: his 
2 eep asking him to pick his 
| looked at her, surprised, “You sound like you 
know a lot more than a little about horses,” I said, 

! started walking back to Rigel’s stall, and 
Courtney followed me. “Rigel’s a great horse," | 
told her as we walked. “He just likes messing with 
me, I'm really glad you're here. With two of us 
worklng with him, he won't be able to get away 
with as much. Plus, we have te start tall 
ree 0 start talking about 

When we Got to the stall door, Rigel stuck his 
ae ai Courtney reached tentatively and 
ouched his nose. “You're a pretty bo en’ ” 
she said softly, ee a a 

Rigel perked up his ears and nuz: 
zaled her hand. 
She scratched him behind the ears, - 
He looked blissful, 
ic, You've put him in a good mood,” I whispered. 
hey on, maybe we can get him to raise that 
logy..." 
Rigel snorted, and Courtn 
R i ey backed away. 
Uh, Mary-Kate?” she said. “only came here to 
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tell you | have to do something this afternoon. I'll 
meet you here on Monday after school. | promise 
this time!” 

And before | could say anything, she fled down 
to the end of the barn and disappeared out the door. 

I stared after her, Had | said something wrong? 
What was witl Courtney? 

Just then, Sean came out of the tack room. “Was 
that the famous Courtney?” he asked, gesturing 
after her, 

“Yup,” | told him, 

He shrugged. “Easy come, easy go, huh?” 

“You can say that again!” | told him. “Sean, do 
you have a second? I’ve just got to get Rigel to pick 
up his feet.” 

Sean helped me clean Rigel’s hooves. Then | cur- 
ried Rigel—that means brushing him with a stiff 
wire brush to clean his coat—and fed him, 

I went into the tack room, where | had left my 
backpack. I pulled out my notebook and wrote 
down what | had done at the stables that day and 
how Rigel had behaved. I've been taking a lot of 
notes for the paper. I wrote about what | was doing, 
to care for Rigel and how he acted, | even wrote 
about his game of taking my baseball cap! 

Thad already started on the outline, too, | figured 
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I couldn't wait for Courtney’s help. She clearly had 
no intention of working with me. It was starting to 
look like 1 was going to have to do this assignment 
all on my own. 

‘The whole thing was totally unfair! 


ar Diary, 

This weekend, Becky and 1 went to 
e mall, ° 

But it wasn’t to go clothes shopping. 
“1 want to try to find a statue of a pug dog to 
‘teplace the one I broke,” she told me. 

“It wasn’t your fault,” I began. But Becky wasn’t 
] listening. 

“If we can find one just like it, then maybe Mrs, 
Pritchard won't be so mad,” she said eagerly. She 
patted her backpack, “I have thirty-five dollars and 
fifty-three cents in here,” she added, “and I'll spend 
every bit of it if have to.” 

I shook my head. "Becky, you'll never find the 
same kind of dog,” | began. 

“But | have to try!” Becky looked determined. “If 
you don't want to go with me, Ashley, I'll under- 
stand, It wasn’t your fault that it broke.” 

“Of course I'll go with you," I told her. 

We went to three. different department stores 
and a gazillion boutiques that had little gifty things. 
Actually, there were more dog statues than | had 
expected; people must love collecting them. 
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But by late afternoon, we hadn’t found anything 
close to the ugly pug, 

Becky looked around in despair. “There!” she 
said, pointing to another store. “That one, Maybe 
there’s something in there.” 

I sighed as | followed Becky into the store, 

We rummaged around, looking at lamps and 
copies of old paintings and dishes and . . . wait a 
minute, What was that? 

1 walked over to a shelf and moved a collection 
of frames aside, 

There was a statue of a pug dog, It actually 
looked a lot like the one that was broken. 

“Did you find anything?” Becky asked, coming 
up beside me. 

“No,” I said, shaking my head, “I thought that 
one might be . . . but he’s standing, not sitting, And 
he doesn’t have that little star on his collar.” 

Becky's face fell. 

“Look, Becky,” I said gently, “I don’t think we're 
going to be able to replace the dog. We're going to 
haye to tell Mrs, Pritchard the truth when she comes 
back on ‘Thursday. She'll know what to do.” 

Becky looked at me and shook her head sadly. “I 
know that, Ashley,” she said. “And thanks for 
helping.” 
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4{ still say it wasn’t really your fault,” I told her. 
Becky's face fell, “But Mrs, Pritchard won't 
elieve that,” she said. “She knows I’m a klutz. I'll 
bse my jab for sure,” she said. She looked at me 
ppefully. “Maybe we can repair the dog.” She 
Hooked around, “I bet there’s a place we can buy 
jper-Duper Glue around here somewhere, That 
can glue anything back together." 

Ishook my head. “It'll never work.” 

Becky grabbed me by the arm. “What do I have 
to lose?” she said. “The dog is already broken.” 

So I gave in, Diary. We went back to my room 
land we tried to Super-Duper Glue the dog's head 
back onto its body. 

The glue was incredibly sticky. Becky got it all 
‘over her hands, and it dripped onto her plaid skirt as 
ishe spread a bead of it around the head of the dog. 

Suddenly, there was a knock on the door. “Is any- 
body there?” 

Itwas Dana. 

What was it with Dana? Does she have X-ray 
¥ision? Why is she always around when things are 
going wrong? 

Just then, Becky screamed, “Oh, no!” 

J turned around to see what had happened. 
Becky was tugging at the dog’s head. She had 
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dropped it into her lap—and now, i 0 
arn ip—and now, it was glued to 


Dear Diary, 

This afternoon, just as | was about 
to head over to the stables, guess who 
came to my room? Courtney! a 
e me apt want to walk over to Starbright together?” 

“Yeah, surel” | told her, Finally, | thought, 

‘Things seemed pretty okay on the way over. We 
talked about Ms, Lewis, and about our other classes. 
Courtney really seems to love White Oak. : 

Then I told her some more about Rigel. 

_ “He's quite 9 handful, isn’t he?” Courtney sail 
giggling. ‘ 

“A few handfuls, I'd say,” I told her. “At least 
there's a lot to write about! I’ve been taking tons of 
notes, and I’ve been working on our outline,” 

Courtney looked guilty, “Gee. | didn’t realize 
you had done that much already,” she said. “Thanks 
a lot. | promise I'll do more of the work when we 
write up the paper.” 

I smiled, “That would be terrific,” | said. 

Courtney and I were getting along great. Things 
were going to be okay after all, 
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When we got to the stables, Courtney turned to 
‘me. “Mary-Kate?” she said. “I just have to go to the 
bathroom, I'll meet you back at Rigel’s stall ina few 


minutes.” 
“Sure,” | said. “I was going to muck out his stall, 


‘and then take him out for a walk, I'll see you back 
there.” 

J thought things were fine. 

But Courtney didn’t show up. 

How long could she be ir He huthroom? | wondered. 
Could there be something wrong? So after | got Rigel 
‘out of his stall, | tied him up and went to check 
on her. 

But the bathroom was empty. 

Then I searched the entire barn. 

| found her in the tack room. She was polishing a 
saddle. 

“Courtney?” | said. 

She glanced up at me, “Hey, Mary-Kate!” she 
said. “I ran into Sean, and he asked me if | could 
clean up a little around here. . .." 

“Qh,” I said, a little annoyed that she had left me 
to do all the dirty work. Af lenst she’s doing some- 
thing, [told myself. But she wasn’t working on our 
assignment. 

“Courtney,” | asked, “is everything okay? | 
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mean, is there a problem with me or something? | 
thought you were going to help me with Rigel.” 

Courtney shook her head until her brown hair 
flew around her head. “No... no problem at all!" 
she said. "I'll be done in a sec.” 

| stood there for a minute. Then | nodded, “Okay, 
I'm going to exercise Rigel now ... if he decides to 
move. I'll see you in the ring,” 

Courtney nodded. “I'll be there right away,” she 
promised. 

| went back to Rigel. | managed to saddle and 
bridle him. Then I led him over to the ring, where 
Sean was exercising, one of the other horses, 

' got up on Rigel, As usual, he just sat there. | 
must have looked like an idiot trying to make him 
take a step. Sean looked over and gave me a sym- 
pathetic smile, 

Finally, Rigel decided to move. He walked 
around the ring. Then he started to trot, Of course, | 
hadn't asked him to. Then he began to canter, which 
is like a slow gallop. 

I should have stopped him—I hadn't asked for a 
canter, either, But his canter was really nice and 
smoath, 

Just as | was starting to enjoy myself, he stopped 
dead, almost throwing me over his head. | grabbed 
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for his neck and just barely managed to stay on, 


“groaned, sitting up in the saddle again, 


gave mea wink. 


Courtney to show up. 
She never did. 
So | took Rigel back to his stall, 

On the way, I passed the tack room, 
Courtney wasn't there, 


brushed him until his coat gleamed. 
went to look for Courtney again, 


nowhere to be found. 


Courtney, 


while. We seemed to be getting along fine. 


peared? 
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“Rigel, what do you have against me?” | 


Rigel flicked his ears back. Then he turned 
around and looked at me. | could swear that he 


1 got off and walked him around to cool him 
down a bit. I kept walking him, waiting for 


1 took the saddle and bridle off Rigel and 


Then | hung everything up in the tack room and 


| Jooked all around the barn, This time, she was 


I walked slowly back to school, wondering about 


Everything had seemed to be okay for a little 


So what had happened? Why had she disap- 


Was I going to have to do the whole project 
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Chapter 6 


Tuesday 


alone? Was Courtney going to get a gradi 
Fr hae sc uttney going to get a grade based on 


Tturned into the White Oak gates and headed for 
my dorm. 

It just wasn't fair! Ms. Lewis had given us both 
the assignment. 1 shouldn't have to do it all by 
| myself! ‘ 


But, besides telling on Courtn 
aa " ey, what else could 


Dear Diary, 

So there we were: Dana knocking on 
my door, and Becky sitting on my bed 
and tugging on Champion Star's head, 
which was stuck to her skirt. She looked as if she 
wanted to disappear. 

| went over to her and tried to help her get it off. 
“I don't want to tear your skirt,” | muttered, trying 
to scrape the glue off with my nails, 

“Is something wrong?” Dana called through the 
door, “I can go and get a teacher.” 

“No, no!" I called cheerfully, “I'm , .. that is, we're 
just in the middle of a slightly, uh, sticky situation.” 

“Can | come in?” 

I looked at Becky, who shook her head violently. 
But | knew if | didn’t let Dana in, it would look really 
strange. 

“Cover it up!” | whispered, grabbing a pillow 
from Phoebe's bed and tossing it to Becky. She 
plopped the pillow onto her lap and put both 
elbows on the pillow. 

Then I opened the door, “What's up?” | asked 
Dana, standing right in the doorway. 
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Dana pushed past me. She looked over at Becky 
and nodded. Then her eyes scanned my room. it 
was leon as if she was looking for something, 

“What are you doing here?” ing 
between her and Becky. ee ees 

“Oh,” Dana said. She reached into her bag ancl 
brought out a small notebook. “I was actually look- 
ing for Becky, I wanted to return this,” 

She held out the notebook, Becky reached for it 
but Dana didn’t move. ; 

And Becky, of course, couldn't get up. She had a 
dog's head stuck to her skirt under Phoebe's pillow. 

T reached over and took the notebook out of 
Dana’s hand and brought it over to the bed, “Is it 
yours?" | asked Becky. 

Becky took it from me, keeping her other hand 
On the pillow in her lap. She struggled to open it 
with one hand, Then she nodded. "Yes," she said, 
“It’s mine.” 

“Oh, good!” Dana said. “I thought it might be. | 
didn’t see a name on it. But there was a note inside 
about the pizza delivery—" She stopped suddenly, 
“Oh, That's why you forgot to order the pizza, isn’t 
12” she said. “You lost your diary!” 

Becky's face flushed. "I didn’t forget!” she cried, 

“Whatever,” Dana said. She walked toward the 
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door, waved a hand, and disappeared again. 
Ishut the door after her and turned to Becky. 
“She probably read the whole thing,” Becky 
iled. “And it hab all sorts of personal stuff in it!” 
“Nothing you can do about it now,” I said. 
‘Anyway, we have bigger problems, Let's see if we 


“ean get that dog off your skirt!” 


Tsat down next to Becky, She held the dog while 
I tried to peel little bits of glue off the dog and her 
skirt. The glue got stuck in my nails, and bits of it 
went all over my bed. But, finally, the dog’s head 
pulled free of Becky's skirt, I was glad we weren’t 
Using one of those really permanent glues—it never 
Would've come off! 

I stared at Becky's skirt, “Your skirt will never be 
the same!” . 

Becky shrugged. “My mom is used to my spilling 
stuff all over myself,” she said, Then she pointed at 
my broken nails. "You so need a manicure!” 

We both laughed. My nails were a chipped mess. 

Then | took the body of the dog out of the box 
and, together, Becky and | carefully glued the two 
pieces together, 

held them in place so the glue would set. “You 
know,” I said, looking at it critically, “it doesn’t look 
that terrible, The break was just under the collar. 
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You can hardly see it.” 1 turne 
doesn’t change things.” 

Becky sighed. “I know, Ashley,” she said, “| 
know I have to tell Mrs, Pritchard.” 

“I’m going to take this back to the office,” 1 said, 
“We'll leave it there until Mrs, Pritchard gets back, 
I'm sure she won't be angry at you, After all, it was 
mostly Tasha’s fault!”” 

Becky eyes filled with te, 
right,” she said, “But { don’t 
cat. T think she'll blame me.” 


d to Becky. “But that 


‘ars. “I hope you're 
hink she'll blame her 


Dear Diary, 

Well, Diary, | finally figured what to 
do about Courtney, 

What helped me make up my mind? 
Talking to Ashley, of course. 

“I don't know what's going on, 
sister after dinner on Mon, 
to cnGugh. But I've been on the project for almont 
two weeks now, and she's barely shown up! And 
even then, she didn’t stick aroun 

“Have you spoken to her about it?” 
asked me, 

“Not really," l admitted. “I feel weird about accus- 


ing her of, well, being lazy. Maybe it’s that she hates 


"I said to my 
day. “Courtney seems 


my sister 
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le and doesn’t want to spend any time with me!” 
“Nobody hates you, Mary-Kate,” Ashley said, 
“How could they? You're my sister!” She smiled, 

I smiled back, But then I shook my head. “I can’t 
‘60 talk to Ms, Lewis, can 1?” | said. “That would be 
telling. | just don’t know what to do!” 

“Yes, you do,” Ashley said gently, “You just don’t 
Want to do it,” 

sat there, staring at my sneakers, “Yeah,” I said 
finally. “I do know. | need to have a talk with 
Courtney. I can’t let her get away with nat doing the 
Assignment, | have to tell her that if she dousn’t start 
coming to the stables and helping out, I'm going to 
have to tell Ms, Lewis.” 

“Sounds like a plan to me,” Ashley said, 

1 clearly wasn’t going to find Courtney at 
Starbright Stables, so after classes today, 1 went 
straight to her room. 

She looked shocked to see me when she opened 
the door. “Uh, Mary-Kate!” she said, “What's up? 
Are you going to the stables today?” 

“No,” | said. “And neither are you, Courtney. In 
fact, you're never going to the stables, are you?” 

Courtney stuck her chin out. “I was there the 
other day,” she said. “I polished saddles until my 
fingers were numb!” 
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{stared at her, “You've hardly even met Rigel,” | 
said calmly. “Courtney, we've got to talk.” 

Courtney looked down, 

“Can | come in?" | asked. 

Without a word, she stood aside, 

! walked into her room and turned to face her, 
“What's going on, Courtney?” | asked. “You've only 
been to the stables twice in almost two whole 
weeks. The first time you left right away. And yes- 
terday you spent the entire time in the tack room, 
hiding out. Are you hiding from me?" 

“Of course not!” Courtney burst out. 

“Well, it sure seems that way," 1 told her, “We're 
Supposed to be doing this paper together, | know 
you said you'd write a lot of it, but how can you 
when you haven't worked with Rigel at all? 
Besides, | really need your help with him, I can’t do 
it by myself. | keep having to ask Sean for help.” 

Courtney hung her head, “I'd like to help you,” 
she said ina small voice. “But, .” 

“But what?” 

“I'm... I'm afraid of horses,” Courtney whis- 
pered, 

Suddenly, | felt terrible. Poor Courtney! And here 
Twas, pushing her. | should have realized! 

“Courtney! Why didn’t you tell me?” I said. 
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laybe I can do something to make it easier for 
you. Horses are great! You just have to know how to 
act around them) how to treat them. | know just a 
little... but I ean help. I know I can.” 
Courtney lookéd up at me. There was so much 
pain in her eyes, | was shocked. “It’s not that,” she 
said. “I know all that stuff! That’s not the problem! 
And there's nothing anybody can do to help me. 
Nothing at all” 

And without another word, she burst into tears 
and raced out of her room and down the hall. 

I just stood there. What had | done? What did 
Courtney mean? Why was she crying? 
What was going on? 


Chapter 7 


Wednesday 


Dear Diary, 

Boy, do | have a lot to report! 

You know how | told you all about 
what happened when | went to talk to 
Courtney? 

_ Well, even more stuff happened after that ,.. and 
it explains everything! 

After Courtney ran out of her room, | ran after her, 
T wandered around for a while, looking everywhere 
could think of. But she had totally disappeared, 

So I went back to my room, I stormed inside and 
slammed the door behind me. 

Campbell was there, sitting at her desk, 

You're not going to believe it," 1 told her, | 
flopped down on my bed and pushed my hair out 
of my eyes, 

Campbell gestured toward the corner of our 
room, 

| blinked. 

Sitting right there, on our beanbag chair, was 
Courtney, ‘ 

| jumped off the bed, “Courtney!” 1 cried. “Are 
you okay? I was so worried!” 
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Courtney nodded shakily. 
“Yeah,” she said, “I'm sorry, Mary-Kate. I've 
een walking all over campus. | know I've been a 
eal pain, | want to tell you the truth,” 

“1 have to goto the library,” Campbell said 
quickly, hopping up from her desk and grabbing a 
‘book, “Great seeing you, Courtney.” 

Courtney gave Campbell a weak smile, and 
Campbell left the room, closing the door gently 
behind her. 

“1 used to be a pretty good rider,” Courtney finally 
said. She didn’t look at me—her eyes were focused 
on the wall. “I grew up around horses, back in 
Kentucky. | love horses. My parents have had a 
horse farm ever since I was, oh, two.” 

She smiled sadly, “You should see the pictures 
my folks have of me. | was so tiny, and the horses 
were so big, But | wasn’t afraid of them at all. My 
dad used to say that I seemed to be able to ‘talk 
horse’. . ..” Her voice trailed off, and she took a 
shaky breath, 

“But last July,” Courtney went on, “I was riding 
one of my parents’ horses, Blue Fire, in a gym- 
khana—that’s a kind of jumping competition. And I 
got thrown.” She held up her right arm. "I broke my 
wrist in two places,” she said. 
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“I'm so sorry,” I said. “I didn’t know—" 

Courtney held up her hand. “Of course you 
didn’t," she said. "I didn’t have the guts to tell you,” 
She shook her head, "Anyway, my wrist healed 
Pretty quickly, But the next time I went to get on a 
horse . . . | just couldn't. 1 was too terrified to try 
again. 

could see the pain in Courtney's eyes, 

“My instructor told me these things happen,” she 
Went on miserably. “That | would get over it. But 
the rest of the summer went by, and I didn’t get over 
it. | missed horses like crazy, but the minute I got 
near to riding one, I got the shakes,”” 

'didn't know what to say, so 1 kept quiet. Soon, 
Courtney continued. 

“So when I heard that 1 was assigned to 
Starbright Stables | tried everything 1 could 
think of to get out of it." Courtney bit her lip, “Of 
course, Ms, Lewis wouldn't let me quit... even 
though I begged her. But J couldnt tell her the reason, 
I was too embarrassed.” 

Inodded slowly, “I heard you talking to her that 
day," I told Courtney, “I thought maybe you didn’t 
like me." 

“Oh, Mary-Kate!” Courtney said, her eyes bright. 
“I like you a lot! | think you're great! So does 
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‘Ms. Lewis,” she added. “Anyway, she said | had to 
stick to the assignment. So . . ,” Courtney's voice 
iled off. 
even just did't show up,” Lfinished for her 
“Yeah.” She nodded, She looked up at me. “ll 
make it up to you—I can write the whole paper 
myself. You can tell me everything that goes on with 
that horse... {'m sure | could do it!” ; 
Ishook my head. “No,” I said. “That wouldn't be 
fair, either. We can do the work together from now 
on. We just have to figure out how, . .."" I sat there, 
inking, for a moment. 
: The 1 got an idea. “Look,” 1 told her, “Why 
don’t we both go down to the stables tomorrow? 
You don’t have to ride or anything. But you know a 
lot more about horses than me. | can be the one who 
goes near Rigel . .. who cleans up and stuff. And 
you can help me figure out how to make him 
behave.” 
Courtney thought about this for a minute. Then 
she nodded. “Yeah. | think | could do that.” 
So that’s the plan, Diary. We're both going over 
to the stables tomorrow, right after school, 
The question is... will Courtney be able to stick 
around long enough to help? 
Can she really handle it? 
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Dear Diary, 

Things are so messed up! | can’t tell 
Becky—she'll freak out. And I can’t 
even tell my sister-—which is what | = 
want to do more than anything in the world. 

After | did my homework this afternoon, I decided 
to deal with my laundry. Laundry pickup is tomor- 
row, and | needed to make sure there was nothing 
in my laundry bag that shouldn't go out. 

Usually I hate to take care of the laundry—except 
When I need to think. There's something about sort- 
ing through my clothes that helps me focus on a 
problem, 

| pulled the sheets off my bed and crammed 
them into one laundry bag. Then | dumped my 
dirty clothes onto my mattress and started going 
through my pockets, j 

| found a couple of scrunchies and a dollar bill in 
one pair of jeans. Then, in another one of my jeans 
Pockets, I felt something else. | pulled it out and 
looked at it. 

It was a plain envelope, addressed to White 
Oak Academy. At the bottom of the envelope, it 
Said, ATTENTION: AUCTION. But there was no stamp 
on it. 


I frowned. Where had this come from? 
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The envelope was already open, so | reached in 
id took out the letter that was inside. 

Istarted to raad. 

“Dear Mrs, Pritchard,” the letter said. “I am 
delighted to serid in my annual donation to the 
White Oaks school auction, I expect that you'll 
make a great deal of money auctioning off my little 
pug statue. | look forward to seeing all of you at the 
auction.” 

It was signed “Doris Kimberley.” 

I stared at the letter. A little pug dog? That must 
be Champion Star, the statue Tasha had broken! 
And it sounded like Mrs, Kimberley thought the 
dog was really valuable! 

But where had the letter come from? And why 
was it in my jeans pocket? 

| thought and thought. And then I figured it out. 

When the statue had broken, | was holding the 
letter that came in the box, In all the excitement, | 
must have stuck it in my pocket and forgotten all 
about it. 

I started to go over to Becky’s room to tell her 
about the letter. But then I stopped. 

If the dog was worth a lot of money, there was no 
way Becky or | would be able to replace it. And if 
Becky knew it was worth a lot of money, she’d freak 
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out. She'd never want to tell Mrs, Pritchard, And 
then I'd have to. And then... j 
elt like screaming. 
Should | keep the letter a secret? 
What was the right thing to do? 
Thad absolutely no idea. 


Chapter 8 


Thursday 


Dear Diary, 

This morning at breakfast, | found 
Becky sitting at a table in the cafeteria, 
She didn’t look very hungry. 

Isat down next to her. 

"Today's the day,” I said. "We're going to go into 
Mrs. Pritchard's office this afternoon and tell her 
exactly what happened.” 

Becky nodded. “I know,” she said. “I was up all 
lnst night thinking about it, I'd like to keep it a 
secret... but it would be wrong.” 

“Vl explain about Tasha,” I told her. “Nobody 
will blame you—I know it.” 

Becky sighed, “It's okay,” she said sadly. “I just 
want to get the whole thing over with.” 

“Great,” | said, feeling a little better already. “I'll 
meet you at Mrs, Pritchard's office after classes.” 

Becky nodded, “I'll be there,” she said. 

Right after school, | headed to the office, Becky 
got there a second later. 

I dumped my backpack on the floor and walked 
over to the table, where I had left the box with the 
dog in it. 


Two of a Kind Diaries 


But it wasn’t there, 

“I know I left it here!” 1 said, starting to panic, | 
looked all over the table, But there was no box! 

“Is this what you're looking for?” 

looked around, 

Dana was standing in the doorway, And in her 
hands was the box, with the Pug dog inside! 

“T found this on the table, Ashley,” she said, her 
Tics arrowed. “I was looking for Mrs. Pritchard, 
I's the same box you had in your room, The one 
You were trying to hide,” 

Dana rolled her eyes. "Did you really think you 
could get away with trying to fix it?” she said, She 
turned to Becky. “I'm afraid when the headmistress 
finds out what’s been going on, you're both going to 
lose your jabs.” 

Becky's lip started to tremble, 

Dana turned around, “I'm headed over to the 
dining hall right now to find Mrs, Pritchard,” she 
said. “Joan said she was on her way there. You 
wanna come?” And without another word, she 
headed out and down the hall. 

Becky stared at me, 

“What are we going to do now, Ashley?” She 
moaned, 


Nook a deep breath, “Exactly what we planned 
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to do before,” I told her, “Tell the truth, Come on!” 
Traced out of the room. Becky was right on my 
heels. f 

We headed across campus al a run, and crossed 
through a gap between buildings to save time 

“I thought we were going to the dining hall —” 

We found Mrs. Pritchard at the bottom of the 
stairs, talking to a few girls. 

Dana was nowhere in sight. 

As we raced toward Mrs. Pritchard, she began to 
climb the stairs, ; 

“Mes, Pritchard! Mrs. Pritchard!” Becky's voice 
rang, out. 

I turned in surprise. There was a look of deter- 
mination on Becky's face, She picked up speed and 
sprinted up the steps. 

Mrs, Pritchard turned around and saw us, 

Becky stepped up to her, totally out of breath. 
“Mrs. Pritchard, we have something to tell you,” 
she gasped. “I'm really sorry—” 

“I'm sure you are,” a voice said. 

The voice belonged to Dana. 

She was standing at the top of the stairs, holding 
the box. 

“I think this belongs to the school, Mrs. 
Pritchard,” she said, handing the box over. 
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Mrs, Pritchard looked from Dana to me to Becky 
and back again. Then she looked in the box 
“What's this all about, girls?” she asked, 

Dana opened her mouth to speak, but then Becky 
stepped forward. “Mrs, Pritchard," Becky said, her 
voice shaking a little, “Before you went away, there 
Was an accident, Somebody sent in this dag for the 
auction, and it got broken,” 

“It wasn't Becky’s fault!” said, jumping in. 
“Tasha jumped up on the table, and Becky was try- 
ing to get her down—" 

Mrs, Pritchard stared down at the dog, 

“It doesn’t look broken,” she said, 

I hung my head. “We glued it back together,” | 
said ina tiny voice. 

“it was my idea,” Becky added. “I thought we 
could fix it. was going to tell you .,. but then you 
Went away.” She hung her head. “And I was 
scared,” she finished sadly, 

Mrs. Pritchard kept staring into the box. 

For some reason, it looked like her mouth was 
twitching. Then she looked up at Dana, “And what 
do you have to do with all of this?” 

For the first time, Dana looked a little flustered, 
“Well, |, uh, found the statue," she said, stumbling 
over her words. “In your office. But before that | 
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Ww it in Ashley's room. Ashley had hidden it there. 
Tthought it might be valuable.” 

“And what were you doing sneaking around 
Ashley's room?" Mrs, Pritchard asked sharply. 

“| wasn't sneakifig!” Dana said. She suddenly 
Jooked nervous. “I had overheard Ashley and Becky 
talking about the dog, I knew it was broken and that 
they were trying to hide it. When | saw the box in 
Ashley's room . . . and then I saw it again in your 
office .. . | just thought you should know about it, 
that’s all,” Dana finished, 

“Well,” Mrs. Pritchard said, looking hard at 
Dana, “Thank you, Dana.” She turned and nodded 
to Becky and me. “Girls? Would you please come 
with me?” 

Mrs, Pritchard headed off across campus, and we 
followed. 

Dana flashed me a triumphant look as she went 
back up the stairs of the dining hall. 

Mrs. Pritchard didn‘t say a word all the way to 
her office, | couldn't see her face, either, It was get- 
ting dark, 

When we got there, she put the box down on her 
desk and took off her coat. “So you weren't going to 
tell me about this,” she said, gesturing to the box. | 
Becky gulped. “I was,” she said in a tiny voice, 
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“But [already had two strikes against me, | knew 
I'd have to tell you, But I wanted to keep my job so 
much! | kept thinking there was a way out... if we 
could fix it, or I could replace it...” 

She stopped, “But I was wrong,” she finally said, 
“The whole thing was all my fault. Please, please let 
Ashley keep her job, Mrs. Pritchard. | made her 
promise not to tell you, and she was just keeping 
her word," 

Mrs, Pritchard turned to me. “What do you have 
to say for yourself?” she asked. 

I hung my head. “I'm sorry,” I said. “But I didn’t 
think it was Becky’s fault, I just wanted to help her 
any way I could, She works so hard, Mrs. 
Pritchard—she really deserves this job.” 

I took a deep breath and reached into my pocket. 
“There's one more thing,” | said. “This is the letter 
about the pug dog, It was in the box, | put it in my 
pocket, then forgot about it until | found it again 
yesterday, Becky hasn’t even seen it yet. 1 didn’t 
want her to worry, but it looks like the statue could 
be worth a lot of money.” 

Becky gasped. 

1 handed the envelope to Mrs. Pritchard. She 
opened it and read the letter. She nodded slowly. “It 
can be hard to tell when you're helping a friend and 
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when you're not,” she said slowly. She looked at 
Becky again. “So now that you've both confessed, 
what are we going t6 do about all this?” 

Becky gulped. “I can’t pay you back right 
away—but maybe if | get a job on the weekends, | 
can pay you a little every week.” 

“We can bath pay you," I said firmly. 

Becky turned to me. “Ashley, it had nothing to 
do with you!” she cried. “I can’t let you pay any- 
thing!” 

Mrs. Pritchard held up her hands. For some 
weird reason, she didn’t look upset at all, In fact, she 
looked like she was enjoying herself. “Hold it, hold 
iy” she said, "There's something you girls should 
know. This statue isn’t worth much at all, Oh, I'd say, 
you could replace it for about .. . fifteen dollars.”” 

My jaw dropped. "Fifteen dollars?” I said, dumb- 
founded. 

"Yes," Mrs. Prichard said. She was definitely 
smiling now. "Mrs. Kimberley likes to think that her | 
donations are worth a lot of money. But she bought 
her entire collection years ago at the local Stanley 
Green Emporium, You know, the place that sells all 

those little statues and things?” 1 

| frowned, “Wasn't that one of the stores we went 
to in the mall?” | asked Becky. 
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“I think so,” Becky said slowly. 

__ “Anyway, we humor her and put her little dogs 
in the auction every year,” Mrs, Pritchard went on, 
“They bring about forty or fifty dollars, People are 
generous, 

“Why don’t | talk to Mrs. Kimberley?" she went 
on. “I'm sure you girls can find something to 
replace her little donation.” 

Vcould feel my stomach unclench, 

“We'll go to the mall right away!” Becky saicl 
eagerly, @ big grin on her face. Then the grin faded. 
“I guess I'm going to lose my jab, right, Mrs, 
Pritchard?” she said, 

Mrs. Pritchard frowned, 

“I don't mind,” Becky went on, “But please, 
Please don’t let Ashley go, She was just trying to be 
nice to me. None of this was her fault.” 

“T want a little time to think about all of this,” 
Mrs, Pritchard said. “Why don’t you girls 0 off to 
dinner? 1" tell you my decision in the morning.” 

Becky nodded, 

So now we wait, Diary, Will Becky k; j 
— y. Will Becky keep her job? 

We'll know tomorrow. In the meantime, | don't 
know how I'm Boing to gel to sleep! 
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Dear Diary, 
Diary, it’s incredible! 
After schod) yesterday, Courtney 
and | went over to the stables. 
Courtney stuck with me the entire way, even if she 
did stay on the other side of the hall when | took 
Rigel out of his stall, 

The afternoon was crisp and sunny, so we went 
out to the paddock, Courtney sat on the fence while 
I tightened the girth on Rigel’s saddle and tried to 
climb on board. 

Rigel wasn’t going to let me, though. 

As | tried to get on him, he started walking 
around in a circle, 1 kept trying to get my foot up 
into the stirrup, But just as my toe touched the 
metal, he would walk around some more so the stir- 
rup was just out of reach. | followed him around 
and around, picking my foot up and missing the 
stirrup until actually started to get dizzy! 

Courtney started to giggle. 

“This isn’t funny!” I said, “It’s exactly the kind of 
thing he does all the time!” 

“You just need to show him who's boss,” 
Courtney said, stifling her laughter, She hopped off 
the fence and came over to us. 

She grabbed Rigel’s bridle right under the bit 
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and whispered something into his nose. 

“Easy, boy," she murmured, putting her hand on 
his shoulder. 

Rigel stopped. His ears perked up, and he low- 
ered his head and nudged Courtney in the chest, 

“You're a silly baby, aren’t you?” she asked, She 
Blanced over at me. “You can get on now," she said. 

So I did, 

“What's with him, anyway?” she asked, backing 
away a few feet. Rigel stood there looking at her, 
ears pricked and head forward, 

“He fell while he was jumping a fence,” | told 
her. “He didn’t get hurt, but he’s been. stubborn and 
hard to control ever since.” 

Courtney looked up at me. “So he was spooked, 
too,” she said, She turned and climbed back onto 
the fence, 

Twas about to press my legs into Rigel’s side to 
tell him to move forward, 

He stood there quietly, waiting, 

And that’s when 1 got my brilliant idea, 

T let my leys hang loose and sat there like | was 
on the beanbag chair in my room. “Come on, boy," 
I said, “Come on,” 

Rigel, of course, did’t move. No horse would 
have. 
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Courtney looked at me, frowning, 

“This silly horge won't do anything | ask him to 
do,” | said, shrugging my shoulders and trying to 
look innocent, = 

Courtney stared at me, | just sat there, asking 
Rigel to move but doing nothing to make him, 

Finally, Courtney couldn't stand it anymore, 

“Mary-Kate?” she said. “I don’t want to tell you 
what to do..." 

“Are you kidding?” I told her. “I need all the help 
Jean gett’ 

Courtney nodded. “Well,” she asked me, “are 
you using your seat and your logs?” 

“What do you mean?” I asked innocently. 

“You know,” Courtney said. "Sitting forward and 
using your body. To make Rigel move forward.” 

“V’m not sure," | said. 1 crossed my fingers, 1 
sounded like a dope, Would Courtney buy it? 
“Could you show me?” I asked her, 

Courtney hesitated for a second. Then she 
jumped off the fence and walked over to us again, 
“You know you have to sit in a certain way and 
Squeeze him with your legs in order to get him to 
move,” she said, looking up at me. 

“Ido?” | said. 

Courtney stared at me. | was afraid for a minute 
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that she knew what I was doing. Come on, Courtney, 
I thought. Make me get off the horse, Show me how it’s 
done, 

Courtney took hold of Rigel’s reins again, “Can | 
borrow your helmet?” she said. 

“Oh, sure," I said, trying to look calm. Inside, 1 
was thinking, You go, girl! 

| slipped off of Rigel and took off my helmet. | 
handed it to Courtney. Then I went to stand by the 
fence, 

Courtney put on my helmet. Then, in one smooth 
motion—before Rigel could act up—she hopped 
onto his back, | don’t think she totally realized what 
she was doing. 

Rigel stood still for a second. Then his head went 
up and curved forward, and he stood up straighter. 
It looked like an electrie current was running, 
through him. He looked beautiful, 

Courtney didn’t seem to do anything at all, But, 
suddenly, Rigel was walking briskly around the 
ring as if he were trying to show off for a crowd, 

“It’s all in how you sit on a horse,” she said to 
me. "How you balance your body. You use your seat 
even more than your legs , .. like this,” 

Rigel was suddenly trotting, 

Courtney really was incredible, For the next 
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forty-five minutes, | got a lesson from the best rider 
Thad ever seen, 

At one point,'Sean walked over to the paddock. 
He stared at Courtney and Rigel. “Who is that?” he 
asked me quietly. 

“That,” I said, “is the invisible Courtney.” 

Sean watched Courtney and Rigel fora moment. 

“Mom and Dad have to see this,” he said. He 
turned and headed for the house, 

A few minutes later, Sean came back with Mr. 
and Mrs, O'Reilly, 

They all watched Rigel and Courtney in amaze- 
ment. 

Finally, after making Rigel do some awesome 
tricks—including walking sideways doing, a kind of 
dance step—Courtney rode Rigel over to the edge 
of the paddock and hopped off. She patted Rigel on 
the nose, Her face was shining, “He's a great horse,” 
she told Mr. and Mrs. O'Reilly. 

“You're a great rider,” Mrs, O'Reilly said, smiling, 
broadly. 

For a second, Courtney looked surprised. She 
glanced over at me. 1 gave her a big grin. Slowly, 
she grinned back, 

“Thank you,” she said simply, turning to Mrs. 
O'Reilly, “It’s been a while since I’ve been on a horse." 
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“Well,” Mr. O'Reilly said, “anytime you want to 
ride Rigel, you're more than welcome.” 

“1 truly think you belong on that animal,” Mrs. 
O'Reilly added. “And he needs you. We need you, 
in fact. He hasn't looked that good in months,” 

Courtney's face was glowing. “Thank you," she 
said quietly. “I'd love to keep riding him. But right 
now,” she said, looking at me, “we've got some 
work to do,” 

I nodded. 

We certainly did. 

We had a horse to cool down ... and a paper to 
write. 

‘And now | wouldn’t be writing it alone! 


Chapter 9 


Sunday 


Dear Diary, 

Well, Diary, last night was the big 
White Oak auction. And it was a huge 
success! 

But let me back up a bit before I tell you about it. 
Friday morning, Becky and I went back to the mall 
to replace the pug, dog. 

But this time, we had a lot more funt 

‘At Green's, we found a pug that was actually a 
little less ugly than Mrs. Kimberley’s. It was called 
Champion Moon. 

‘Then I got Becky to try on clothes with me. 

She twirled around at American Alley, modeling, 
a pair of dark jeans dnd an adorable orange-and-red 
sweater, 

“yl have to take you shopping when we save up 
enough money,” [told her: "You look great!” 

“Thanks.” Becky smiled back at me. “And 
Ashley, thanks for being’—she looked a little sur- 
prised—“a good friend, We are friends, aren't we? 1 
hadn't really thought about it, We hardly knew each 
other before we started working together,” 

| nodded and grinned. “Yeah. There's nothing 
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like trouble to cement a friendship! And there’s one 
other thing that can really create a bond that lasts 
for a lifetime..." 

“What's that?” Becky asked. 

“Manicures!” | told her. 

So we went to Nail Time and spent the rest of the 
day getting our nails done. 

As we were leaving the mall, we ran into my 
cousin Jeremy, who attends nearby Harrington 
Academy, 

“Hey, Ashley!” he said, looking at Becky. “Who's 
your friend?” 

Becky blushed. 

“Becky, this is my cousin Jeremy,” I told her. “If 
you're smart, you'll have nothing to do with him.” 

Jeremy's eyes lit up. “Becky? Are you the pizza 
girl?” he asked. 

| stared at Jeremy. "What are you talking about?” 
I said, 

“Harrington got a surprise giant pizza delivery 
last week,” he said. “On Tuesday night? And there 
was a note—something about it being from Becky at 
White Oak.” 

Becky and | stared at Jeremy in total shock, our 
mouths hanging open 
Suddenly, I knew exactly what must have hap- 


Wish on a Star 


pened, “I'll bet Dana is behind this!” | told Becky. 
“She probably called Mario's and changed the 
order, t 
“Would Dana do something that mean?” Becky 
asked. : 

“You bet she would,” I said, nodding, | turned to 
my cousin. “Thanks, Jeremy, You just helped us 
solve a little mystery.” 

“| did?" Jeremy shrugged. "Whatever. It was 
good pl 

“Bye,” 1 said to Jeremy, grabbing Becky. “We 
have a dog to deliver!" 

“Huh?” Jeremy looked around for a dog, But we 
Were already out of there. 


On Saturday afternoon, Becky came to my room 
to get ready for the auction, She let me do her hair 
and pick out her outfit, She looked stunning when 1 
was done, Diary. 

‘The auction was so exciting. There were women 
in sequined gowns, and men in tuxedos, Waiters 
offered us fancy little hors d'oeuvres and sparkling 
juices. Lots of important people came to buy alll 
kinds of items. 

It was a big success, The auction made a record 
amount of money. Becky and I helped out, handing 
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items to Mrs, Pritchard and keeping things orga- 
nized. Becky did a great job... and she looked totally 
confident of herself for a change. 

‘Mrs. Pritchard was thrilled. “Ashley, Becky,” she 
told us, “we've made more than enough money to 
build the science lab, And I couldn’t have done it 
without you. Thanks, girls,” 

As Mrs. Pritchard walked away, I look at Becky. 
She was glowing! | was pretty pleased myself, too. 
You've probably guessed by now that we were both 
going to keep our jobs for the rest of the term! 

“Girls?” 

| turned around, Standing there was a small 
gray-haired lady who looked very serious indeed, 

“Yes?" | said. 

“I wanted to introduce myself,” she said, “I'm 
Mrs. Kimberley.” 

J must have turned as red as a tomato, “Uh, Mrs. 
Kimberley, nice to meet you,” | stammered. 

Becky stood there like she was frozen solid, 

“just wanted you to know,” the lady went on 
seriously, “that | thought my lovely statue might 
have brought a little more money, Next time, you 
might want to feature my donation a little more 
prominently,” 

I breathed a silent sigh of relief. Mrs. Kimberley 
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hadn't even noticed that we had replaced her statue! 
“Of course, Mrs. Kimberley," I said. “I'll make sure 
to tell Mrs, Pritahard.”” 

When Mrs, Kimberley had moved on, Becky 
elbowed me in the ribs, “She never even noticed!” 
she gasped. 

Later, in my room, we told Mary-Kate all about 
the auction. 

“Congratulations!” she said. “You guys must 
have raised a ton of money!” 

I nodded. “Mrs. Pritchard says we did pretty 
well,” T said. “But I’m glad it’s over. It was a lot of 
work.” 

Something in my face must have alerted my sister, 
“You never shrink from work,” she said. “Is there a 
story here that I don’t know about?” 

“Yeah,” | said. “I'll explain later.” I turned to 
Becky. “Let's just say the auction might have been a 
real dog.” 

Becky giggled. “You can say that again, Ashley!” 
she said. “But luckily .. , we're at the tail end of it 
now!" 

1 cracked up. Mary-Kate looked confused. 
“Come on," she said, grabbing Becky’s arm, “Tell 
me everything. . ..” 

So we did. 
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‘Dear Diary, 
After the auction, Ashley told me the 
whole story of what happened to her 
and Becky and the pug dog. = 
“Vm really glad things worked out for every 
body,” | told her this morning. "Becky seems really 
nice.” 

“’She is,” Ashley told me. “So how have you and 
Courtney been doing?” 

I probably looked a little smug. “Guess what 
grade Courtney and | got on our paper for Ms. 
Lewis?” I asked my sister. 

Ashley looked at me, her eyes twinkling. 

“A C2" she said. 

“Ashley!” | put my hands on my hips, “Puh- 
lease!” 

Ashley laughed. “Only kidding,” she said. “An 
Ag 

"Close," I told her. “We got an A-plus!” 

“Mary-Kate!” Ashley squealed, giving me a big 
hug. “I’m so glad!” 

“Me too,” I said, hugging her back. “But the best 
thing about it is how happy Courtney is now that 
she’s riding again. She says she can't imagine how 
she lived even one day without horses. She loves 
them so much.” 
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“| knew you could get through to her,” Ashley 
said, giving me another quick hug. 

I couldn't help boasting . . . just a little. “Ms. 
Lewis said our'paper was great,” | told her, “She 
heard from the O’Reillys, too, about how we had 
helped Rigel. She said we had really understood 
what it was like for a nervous animal who needs 
patience and support." 

“And a little horse sense!” my sister joked. 

“Are you calling me a horse?" I said, grinning. 

“If the horseshoe fits," Ashley hooted. 

“| can see I’m going to have to rein you ina little,” 
I said, picking up a pillow. “Pillow fight!” 

Phoebe, Summer, and Campbell showed up just 
as we were getting into it, so we had to stop and tell 
them the whole story , .. and then they told us all 
about their adventures in the animal kingdom. 

And then we finally had our pillow fight. 

But that’s a whole other tail! 


Star light, 
star bright... 


est assi 
2 ignment fo 
Prapestal'y. rent for 
Starbright Stableat | pen? At 
Are of sor horse, bop tating 


| 54.97 US / 56.99 CAN 


1sen 9-06-059592-2 


(NOM 


DUALSTAR 
PUBLICATIONS 


